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casts his ox-hom lure into the sea as bait for the little fish below,
gets a bite, and whips his struggling prize to land, Scylla had
whisked my comrades up and swept them struggling to the
rocks, where she devoured them at her own door, shrieking and
stretching out their hands to me in their last desperate throes. In
all I have gone through as I made my way across the seas, I have
never had to witness a more pitiable sight than that.

'From the peril of the Rocks, from Scylla, and from the
terrors ofCharybdis we had now escaped; and it was not long
before we reached the Sun-god's favoured isle, where Hyperion
kept his splendid broad-browed cattle and his flocks of sturdy
sheep. From where I was on board, right out at sea, I could hear
the lowing of cows as they were stalled for the night, and the
bleating of sheep. And there came into my mind the words of
Teiresias, the blind Theban prophet, and of Circe ofAeaea, who
had each been so insistent in warning me to avoid this Island of
the Sun, the comfort of mankind. So in spite of my own disap-
pointment I decided to inform the others.

' "My men," I said, "forget your troubles for a moment, and
listen to me while I tell you of the oracles I had from Teiresias
and Circe ofAeaea. They warned me repeatedly to keep clear of
the Island of the Sun, the comfort of mankind, for there, they
said, our deadliest peril lurks. So drive the ship past and put the
island astern."

'My men were heart-broken when they heard this, and
Eurylochus weighed in at once in a truculent vein. "Odysseus,"
he said, "you are one of those hard men whose spirit never flags
and whose body never tires. You must be made of iron through
and through to forbid your men, worn out by labour and by
lack of sleep, to set foot on dry land, with the chance of cooking
themselves a cheerful supper on this sea-girt isle. Instead, you
expect us, just as we are, to go blindly on through the night that
is overtaking us and put leagues of fog and sea between the island
and ourselves. What of the high winds that spring up at night
and do such harm to shipping? What port could we make to
save ourselves from foundering, if we were hit by a sudden